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Those awful powers on man that wait,
On man, the beggar or the king,
To hovel bare or hall of state
A magic ring that masters fate
With each succeeding birthday bring.

Therein are set four jewels rare :
Pearl winter, summer's ruby blaze,
Spring's emerald, and, than all more fall*
Fall's pensive opal, doomed to bear
A heart of fire bedreamed with haze.

To him the simple spell who knows
The spirits of the ring to sway,
Fresh power with every sunrise flows,
And royal pursuivants are those
That fly his mandates to obey.

But he that with a slackened will
Dreams of things past or things to be.
From him the charm is slipping still,
And drops, ere he suspect the ill,
Into the inexorable sea.
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THE path from me to you that led,
Untrodden long, with grass is grown,

Mute carpet that his lieges spread
Before the Prince Oblivion

When he goes visiting the dead.